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A Romance of Love and Advertising, Children's Dreams and Fairy Godmothers 



L eicester, n most charming old 
New England county seat, has 
a proper pride In Its antiquity, 
und ban a proper pride In its 
modernity. 

No organization In Leicester, how¬ 
ever. quite equals the Women's City 
Club In preserving the traditions of the 
post and yet keeping thoroughly 
abreast of the times. The first October 
meeting, each year. Is Settlers' Pay. 
and li Is a mutter of pride that the de¬ 
scendant* of nil the origlnul inhahJ- 
tonta that can be located b< present. 

The second meeting of this organlin- 
tlon Is always Current Events Aflcr- 


theeks pink, she made the BTent an¬ 
nouncement. 

"Isn't It lucky!" nho concluded. "Just 
think! 1 expected to have to study 
ages yet. llut the Principal says I've 
done so well that he's turn I'll make 
good. I'm going there the tlrat thing 
to-morrow morning. Of course It Isn't 
really certain yet. but"- 

Marjorie loft the sentence In the air, 
while she hugged Aunt June. 

"Mercy!” gasped Aunt Jane. "Learn 
to restrain yourself, child! _ Did you 
wipe your feet?” 

“I'll brush up," promised Marje, un¬ 


abashed. She knew that although Aunt 
Jnne was gray and gaunt and her 
tongue add. her heart was not. "And 
I'll buy you n dozen specs Oh. 1 could 
simply dance. Come on. let's shimmy”— 
"Stop! Stop. I won't. Marjorie!” 
But Marje, small and slim though 
she was. had surprising strength. Only 
the slamming of the front door saved 
Aunt Jane's last vestige of dignity. 
Marje rushed down to greet her father 
with the great news. 

"Well, well!” he commented. "Now 
I can retire to a life or ease!” 

Marje. however, was busy arranging 


a stage selling, she swept the cent** 
table dear and moved » chair up to It. 

"You nit there," she directed, “and 
pretend It's a splffy mahogany desk. 
Then your private secretary my*. Too 
new stenographer Is outs Ida, **"• 

Marje paused for breath, ua ho 

obeyed. 

"Now I come in. You must look 
very critical and buslneanlihe. And ask 
me a lot of questions, you know"- 

"Can you spell 'cut,' Miss?" Interpo¬ 
lated her miller. 

“You aren't the least bit proud-or 
impressed!" she accused. 


noon. This last year the subject was 
"Europe—A Dispassionate Diagnosis," 
with a distinguished speaker from Bos¬ 
ton. Hut the real business of the after¬ 
noon wan transacted over lea cups and 
an outline of that would have been in¬ 
teresting. It would have read: 

HCBJECT: Leicester's new depait- 
meut store. 

Richard Lyons, the proprietor. 

Age. (Not a day over thirty surely ) 
Antecedents. tSon of the Lyons—he 
has a chain of neighborhood depart¬ 
ment stores, you know). 

Prospect*—Financial. (1 just dropped 
In out or curiosity. His prices are un¬ 
der Ley land's In several things. But 
the store Is not ao Well done.) 

Possibilities—Social. (He really In 
good-looking and plays n good game o' 
golf. Allison Hurd hud him out to the 
Country Club Sunday.) 

Allison Hurd, the Lyons's advertising 
manager. 

Common Report. (Her mother was 
terribly .Against her taking that bust- 
ness course at Simmons. Her Mary told 
my Pella that she Is utterly prostrated 
by Allison's accepting a position at 
Lyons's, which, us loug as It continues 
to stick to the no-cliarge-occount plan, 
will certainly not have the patronage 
Of any hut the lower classes.) 

Doubts. (One can't help wondering, 
with a girl, whether going Into business 
Is Just a whim or whether she really 
means lu Especially when a girl is as 
attractive as Allison.) 

Susplclone. (It Is rather significant 
that she should take him to the Coun¬ 
try Club No, she hasn't had him up 
to the house, ns yet. Mrs. llurd Is such 
a Stickler for family, you know, and 
his father started as a bundle boy and 
they say his mother was a cash girL) 

F w (CHARD LYONS bade fair to 
™ become a personage In I.elce*- 
V ter. Allison Hurd already 
was: for her to actually enter 
business was a picturesque and color¬ 
ful event. As for Lyons's other em¬ 
ployee-.. numbering a hundred or so. 
they were merely filinillng the destinies 
for which an oil wise Creator hud ob¬ 
viously designed them. Even as demo 
rrnih n organ button as the Women's 
Club could not he expected to take no¬ 
lle! of 'h' going to work of Marjorie 
Morse. 

Nevertheless, If It was no event to 
Leicester, it was to her. That same 
afternoon she burst Into the house like 
a miniature cyclone. 

"Aunt Jane! Oh. Aunt Jane!" ttha 
called. Then as her aunt's voice come 
down from above she added, "Pont 
coin' 1 down, 10 Como up.” 

*» 'run qM ••ring, over the staira. 
^breathless, <rwl9tlt, italic ayes aglow. 
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*1 mm. Proud tut ranch and Im - 

*r*»»a® aM*- 

"The Mmu." sugga-ited Marje, joy- 
•uMy. and railed Into Ms lag 

"Ob. I my," ba protested, "V this la 
what the school t»»otons as the proper 
HITthod to approach a prospective em¬ 
ployer"- 

••Silly!" iwUI Murje. ridding bar 
ohaak again-I his. Than she iiddad. “I 
fin hop* h«V* not the awful cutting Her- 
<-a»llci kind. It ha In I'M dtal” 

N O one who could bars seen her 
than would have thought that 
likely. But that wan because 
Marje at home and Marje 
abioad wore totally different parsons. 
And although It wan not Richard 
I.yoo* but AIMeon Hurd whom she had 
to face. Ae nearly died anyway. 

Thb har father never suspected, nnd 
•ant Jsas wiraM have aaapped. "Wlmt 
poppycock But Laity Sawyer 
knew! 

"'The trouble with you;. Marie,'' ah- 
told her. "la that you're too darn shy. 
You shut up Hke a clam wh*a a man 
■giaoko to you. That doesn't get you 
anywhere"—— 

"I don’t want to get anywhere." ra- 
lolled Murje. 

"Try that on somebody" elite's piano." 
remarked Lelly. She paused und eyed 
Miitje critically. "You really aren t 
laid -looking. And unyway, look at Ml!- 
•'red Greater. She's os homely as a 
hedge fence, but the men all fall for 
Iter. Just because she buby-vamp: 

I ham.” Than she added abrupt ly. "Mr. 
loons is awfully good-looking, Isn't 

he?" 

Mnrje nodded 

'They say half the girls have a crush 
on him." Letty went on. "to it tnv 
Allison Hurd Is trying to grub him?" 

"I don't think she'll have to try 
much," said Marja, honestly. 

"You mean she's got him ropeil ut- 
ready?" Letty’s tone was eager. 

“Ha likes her." Marje evaded. ‘‘Isn't 
there n thread pulled in your sweater?" 

"Egypt's Queen—where? Oh. that! 
i.end me u thread ami needle. Marje. 
Jt'n laid enough to pay all outdoors for 
things without having them fall apart 
tkn Unit time you wear them. I bor¬ 
rowed Jio from Dad for n pair of sil¬ 
ver slippers and the Ural, time l wore, 
them the bool"— 

Thla-wtae, Lotty, her mind deftly 
Hwltehed, rambled on while she took the 
atttcli In timo Uiat would save ulne. 
Tlien. discovering It was after 5. she 
rushed away. The house wna very stilt. 
Murje's father was taking Ids Sunday 
afternoorf nap downstairs. Aunt Jane 
had cone to pay a call. 

"She Is Just Lite sort," mused Marje. 
"that would n't i are him. If l were a 
man. I'd be criay enough about lift 
to diet'* 

The clock downstairs struck S. re¬ 
minding her that rbo bad promised to 
•dart supper. She rose, bat paused to 
•wltcb on the light. Then, pulsed in 
front of her mirror, she gave berself 
IMuadmmtely critical HCratfny 

Hrwwa hair soft and wavy—4ml juo< 
Mato brown; gray eyes, with straigti'. 
lashes: a straight tittle, Mtgttty up- 
(Utnd nose and a mouth that pup ok. 
■dies too kltf So sbo saw horeter. with 
profound ilmenu'll Him 
'"Of off ths «Hty tdtote!" ska In termed 
herself, sad started downstairs. 

The rattling of stovn-tMn la the 
hit rhea awakened her tether. He 


ha yawned. "Must l.e 


“rou—you must be mistaken." 

"We ems la me," commented Annt 
Jane, “that sitting In your room given 
you considerable color. As for my not 
knowing whut I'm Utlriog shout, I 
rttetts I have ears." 

Rare she uaqueetionsMy had, and, 
Marjn’n doubt to the contrary, they had 
heard accurately. Richard Lyons, tid¬ 
ing by, bad notloed Marin’s home and 
had bona moved to comment on the In- 
ovttstote tiominous of such old white 
LWonlui cottages, sheltered by dignified 
old elms. 

"Oh, that," Allison told him. "Is where 
little Idm Mouse live*.” 

"Utile Mh" Mouse?"- he looked 

pajorioA 

"My steoographrr," she captained. 
"Her name l« really Morse, bat 1 onfl 
her that. She's just out at business 
coll spa sad ao shy (bat she trntelaa 
every time I apeak to bar.” 

‘They are apt to taka their Amt pe¬ 
rn I toa srrtmwlT." be commented. 

"Thorn not ths whole of it. At has 
a cruto an me. Think of that, Mr!" 

"C can well bellere It.” he imM. 


This appeased liar, yet. to.'cd to al¬ 
ienee doubts that were begtoning to 
be«et htm. When be lade lies goodby, 
urn! turned to the Leicester I .in, they 
overtook him again. When lie tenchad 
hla room the Ugh! h« switched fn re¬ 
vealed him sober and hummed. The 
Sunday papem wer» spread ow- the 
centre table as he bad lafl them, opea 
to bis advertisement-*. He knew them 
almost by Heart now. yet they drew 
Ills eyre again. His glunce ran over 
the various Items and stopped at: 
"SMALL CHILDREN'S DE LVXR 
FROCKS OP GEORGETTE, TI LLS 
AND ORGAN DTK A WON- 
DRRFVL VALVE AT tJ0." 

The frocks bad been a gamble; he 
really believed they were far^top r«- 
perudve fbr his trede. And that, para- 
•kialrefty had Arivon him to buying 


"Rome merchants." he had often 
heard his father declare, "ray that In a 
poor netgtdxirbood tbey can sell only 
cheap merchandise. To my way of 
thinking that ta a big mleUAe. I my¬ 
self sold waists for $*r. tn my first 



-it -s. 


Mr 


"INDEED. 1 ’ ALLISON'® VOICE WA8 CHILL AND EDGED NOW. "MAY 

I BEE (Tr¬ 


ue lag there, ho waver, la oumfo.-t- 
Utoe.lathangy. The tesat 4Mr opeaod 
aad alaaed; ha kaard Ataot Joan's voice. 

'Net a light IB! A ad suemer not 
m ire I sgguia" aba gromWed. 

Hbe e aMdad with a ohMr 
Then, from the kttefean liar votoe 
aga'o* “JuM as I tbonght' I suppose 
y^pYe been out gnlhvuntbgg around" 
Me. I've been In my room ad afte 
aoou." answered Marje. 

"*#u aught to be aalunaed at your- 
•ret." retailed Aunt Jane, character!*. 
gptitr 'After bang oeoped up all 
worn. And such a levety afternoon, 
heel That Allison Unrd lost want by. 
mtth Mr. Woos, on horiebaok. They 
were talking about you. I oouldn' 

sndal. laid what they said"- 

"tmr. Aunt ja*e!“ Marje enolahned 


Let's gadtop," .-ha reed "I'll raoe 

yon borne." 

A IJ.180N HURD assuredly had 
Kiubord I.yona gueaatng. la 
so far an whut might be 
t-aned her purely fomtatoe 
campaign wan!, be would have freely 
admitted that bar prmeooe In Leicester 
waa making fats ova there much mare 
esjayab'e. An to her presence to the 
store, he—well, (bore were mamepta 
when the purely feminine campaign 
managed aometaow fa interfere with 
dlWaMeaote diseoewoa of har -fiver- 


1%» vary ofterneen toe had given 
him an opemog. Hfae bad asked htm 
haw ke liked-the -tore's Sunday adver- 
Ualng. W« had paused. choosing or* 
worda 

"Ooo't led me It's cut aod dried—and 
conservative," she challenged. uulokly. 
C know It—but ao Is I.eiceater." 

Her eyas had ui»t Ilia with smiling 
oalidruce. He hesitated and then sur. 
rendered Hbeo'ut My. yet again. 

"Of course you or* 1 a better jhil** of 
•bat than h- aekoaw'etbtefi. 


him pass by and enter Allison Hurd's 
oOee. i f 

"Please prepare a special ad far these 
frocks de lure for the morning papers," 
he directed. "I (loot care what space 
you u»—I want to move them." 

She looked tip at him, amused, "t 
don't believe," idle assured him. cheer¬ 
fully, -that dynamite would move those 
frocks,'' • 

Richard frowned^ without reulialng It 
or tlmt her • xpremlon had swiftly ' 
changed. "It seems to me that If theta 

Is anything in advertising"- 

. Her eyes were chillier Mum he had 
4»cr seen them, hut no chillier than U-r 
voice. “Advertising." -be Informed 
hlg». “wtU make people buy what they 
wont or need, it won't cram good" 
they don't want down their throat# 
and nv sensible person expects It to." 

"It mron- a lot ta me Just now." He 
paused, and then, hoping to enlist her 
Interest be went on. "Coadldcallatlr 
these frocks, with business condition" 
as they are. may prove the -trow llist 
wMl break the camal'8 beck." 

But AUIm>n. still very r»”«h outraged, 
refused to yield an inch. ^Tou should 
have ihougirt of bttMneas condition" 
when you purchased them," toe re¬ 
torted. "And not try to make me the 
scapegoat.” 

Now, neither realized that he had left 
the door ajar or that Marje stttliig Jus', 
outsids could not but hear everything 
they said. 

• "O— h!" she gnaped. involuntarily. 

The next Instant Richard kail 
emerged, nut lie hail no eyes for her 
anyway. Ho looked like a young man 
wlio Is muking a tremendous effort to 
keep himself from saying something be 
might later regret, and little stenogra¬ 
phers. hectically at work, were outside 
his ken. He passed rapidly and Marje, 
catching her breath, -aw what site had 
written. 

"• • • In view at existing bitsine-i- 
conditions wo do not feel that a further 
advance In your rates la equitable nud 
»therefore beg to say that oh it’s awful! 
Awful!" 

This, she realized, would never do. 
She must keep her mind on what she 
waa doing, although It was awful, sim¬ 
ply awful! 

The brnuiei beside her desk made her 
jump: she snapped up hor note-book 
and pencil and rushed into Allison 
Hurd's office. 

"A letter to Air. Lyons, please," she 
dirot:ted and began, forthwith. 

"I fee! that everything considered It 
l*i beat for mo to offer my resignation 
as advertising manager. This I there¬ 
fore do. with Oie request that it be 
accepted at your earliest .convenience.'' 

To which sbo addod, "Please type It 
at once and bring It to me to sign." 

"Of oouree be won't nooept It," Matjc 
:•-cured heraelt- "Aod the frock* w.ll 
sell aod everything wilt be all right 
again." 


W ltMN noon came she left her 
lunch untouched to go down 
iind look at the fatal frocks. 
They hung displayed in all 
their glory, as delicately hued aa a 
fairy's trou.-cnau. Mnrje bad hern pre¬ 
pared to hnte them, but the Orr.t sigh', 
of them opened up a vtstu Into her own 
not so remote childhood. Then Aunt 
Jane had made all bee dresses—and 
Aunt Jane was what Is described it" a 
good plain sewer. 

“If I could have hud a drew* like one 
of then* just once." toe thought. "I 
tlhlnk I would Itave died of pure Joy!" 

"It seems ns If they must sett,” s‘.e 
tin Id. unconsciously speaking aloud. 

"Believo me, they don't!" remuiked 
a salesgirl. 

"They would." re toiled Murje—-but 
to herself, "if mother.* remembered!" 

As sho opened her lunch.lt grew on 
her. 

"If tomtoody could only niakenioUi- 
ere underntanfi." she mused. 

Him thrust aside her Inuf-finished 
iunch und begun to work out what wuv 
in her mlml, because pnper und proRI 
hud somehow become more of u neces¬ 
sity than sandwlclic:- uuj cocoa. Ilcv 
noon hour had passed, but site still -al 
there, the rudimentary copy of her fird 
advertisement before her. Stir unit 
rtered If it wus too silly to show Alllsou 
Hurd und decided that it was. Rut this 
did not deter her from ferreting out it 
Sunday paper and cutting out u pic- 


"tors, Uiouwu iuy predecessor had never 
uad the uanrage to stmdc anything 
higher I ha a tS." 

"They uiay go,' be thought, 'but it 
wag a fool stunt to take a dunce right 
aor whan 1 need every cent of capital." 

Leicester would have wondered u> 

tfcal. >. 

"Reni—ikir," his father.--, last lelte.- 
had rend. "Ihat I always deddu In ud- 
vanne exactly how much I'm wttllng to 
gaotolo on a store's auocesv. I believo 
I* making the manager put the store 
across on the capital n*lotted for the 
purpose. Not until ihc store bun made 
money itself dot* he get any more from 
the general treasury. 1 believe In every 
lub standing im its own bottom." 

"f suplx'S'r I here wankl be u sort o.' 
a oouaedy touch in a lot of children’s fie 
im/- frooks knocking this tub off Its 
bottom," lie thought. Then he swept 
the papers together and stuffed them 
Into tho waste -basket. "Well, I’ll know 
where I stand by tblr- ilmo to-morrow.” 
he decided. 

Even sooner btian Urn; he knew. At II 
ii'dteck the next morning Matje saw 
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lure of the frook used with the adver¬ 
tisement there and past Inc it on her 
own copy. 

'That looks better.'’ ahe thought, 
holding It oil el Itrm'e length. 

•'Hello!” exclaimed u voice ballin’) 
her. “What'a that ?" 

Marje jumped too late. 

"Let'a have n look at It,” leqnestc I 
Richard Lyons. 

Marjn prayed that the floor might 
open up and swallow her. She Jumped 
again, when hr exclaimed: 

"Thta In something like! I knew she 
could do It If she tried. XVliat size Is 
she going to run It In?” 

Marjn was morel fully saved from an¬ 
swering. * 

"Run wfluit T" demanded AJUsom 
H ttrd'n cool, assured voice. 

Richard turned to her. his faco alight. 
''This,” he explained, holding tip poor 
Slarje'a advertisement. "I'm tickled 
stiff with it." 

"Indeed?" Allison's voice wm chill 
and edged now. "May t sec It?" 

Takon aback, he let her have It. She 
cast her eye over It and then let It Blip 
to Marje's dank with a little contemp¬ 
tuous turn at her wrist. 

"May f aak you where you got Hr* 
Richard looked bewildered. "Why— 
didn't you write it?" 

•'I should hope not. It's positively 
puerile." 

"Why. she Isn't even a good sport!" 
he thought. Then he turned back to 
Marje. "Who did write It?" ho avke.1 
abruptly. 

Suddenly ,t dawned upon him. 
•■Why—you wrote it yourself!” he 
exclaimed. 

"I should have thought!" interposed 
Allison, "you might iiave guessed.” 

Richard's eyes wont to her. Ho was 
only human and not yet thirty and so 
it was not fair to attribute his answer 
—as Allison did—to hia breeding. 

"I am surprised I did not,” ho com¬ 
mented, in a tone to match hers 
The color flooded Allison's face. “You 
will please remember that ns long ns t 
am advertising manager I am respon¬ 
sible in the public mind for what ap- 
pears over Llio store signature. There¬ 
fore I prefer”— 

"I am sorry." lie broke in. "Rut an 
you already tendered your resigna¬ 
tion"— 

Allison waited for no more. And. ai- 
' hough her breeding was surely of the 
best. It cannot be denied that her office 
door slammed behind her. The impact 
inada Marje jump—and appareally re¬ 
stored power of speech to her. 

"Oli. rm no sorry!" she murmur Ml, 
unhappily. , 

Rtelmrd did not hear her. "I'll tike 
charge of tHls." he told her. and de¬ 
pot hd forthwith. 

T HE next quarter of an hour whs 
the worst Marje had ever ex¬ 
perienced. She dreaded the 
moment when Allison nurd 
should reappear. When the door Anally 
opened Allison Hurd swept—there is no 
other word for It—down upon her. 

"The chauffeur will call for my per¬ 
sonal belongings." she said, in a tono 
Immeasurably aloof “Pleas* See that 
he gets them." 

"Of couraa," assented Murje. hastily. 

Her eyes were passionately pleading. 
But Allison Hurd was not to be de¬ 
terred from characteristic us* of what 
those who knew her best called her 
claws. 

"An.l I oongTatuiato you." .-the went 
on. "on your quick seizure of oppor¬ 
tunity. I apologize for having under¬ 
rated you in the past." 

Marje said nothing, she could not. 
But after Allison had gone she thought, 
over und over again. "Oh how. how 
could »h* say such a thing!" 

Those who knew Allison heller 
would have realized that -she had bui 
begun. She went directly to the Coun¬ 
try Cluti where she knew a ..•on.sider- 
BiiM number of her own circle would 
be found. She airily announced Uiat 
she had left Lyons's and then put into 
circulation a deftly manipulated ver¬ 
sion of the episode that, before night 
fall, had managed to spread throughout 
Leicester. 

Kinail wonder, indeed, that the head¬ 
lines In the Leicester papers the next 
morning were of no importance com¬ 
pared to Lyon*' advertisement. Every¬ 
body si-aruiied that opt at once, to read; 
UK YOU K OWN IJTTLB OllU.'.S 
fairy aoiniOTurm tiiih 
CHRISM AH 

"Oaen upon a time thru- was i* 
little pirl who ai<rav» ires t to pai 
Oet in somebody rite's made.ow. 
dtfliN. One day the little girl nos l 
door took her i uto the spare toon. 
and showed her. spread out on the 
><■<I. the dress HltF Iras nol< a /„ 


irear to the party the next del'. 
The dress troy pint.- georgette and It 
tros m-tortfloe pleated. It tcoa/dn'f 
wear mid nsvMs'l teeth bet it tre» 
the loveliest thing the had ever 
neen. That little girl hat netgr 
teamed anything time to much at 
the teamed a frock like that. 

"And oli. hate the longed for n 
fairy godmotherI 

Trvn the littleat. girl feeU that 
lean. When, in tl/e fairy tale, thi 
fairy godmother tea vet her trend 
and a beautiful go irn drops on Cin¬ 
derella's shoulders, every little gill 
thrills throuoh and through, at the 
picture* IIKKBKI.F in Cinder- 
etla'i place. And if YOU heir a 
little girt, yon ran make this the 
most teonderfnl Christmas of all 
for her. Yon ran be Il'l'.R faint 
godmother and give her a frock 
that wBl always be a beautiful 
memory, a frock that"— 

Others, presumably, read flirt hei. 

But Aunt Jane did not. “I did the beat 


1 could for you." «ho announced, drop¬ 
ping the paper. "I—I"- 

Marje's father looked up from Id* 
liacon and egg- 

The abrupt departure of Aunt June, 
kltchenward. and Marje's instant pur¬ 
suit, left him absolutely speechless and 
even more bewildered. 

Hut Marje understood. "Of tour •* 

you did!" she root lied, vigorously. “I— 
oh. t didn't mean it Unit way. Aunt 
Jane. Please don't feel so. You've 
done, everything for me. I -I wish I'd 
never written thut old ad. Everything 
has gone wrong, just because 1 didn't 
mind my own business." 

To Uiat Richard Lyons would nev • 
have agreed. That very morning 
Marie, look ng up. v.tw him smiling 
down at her. 

"t felt in my ism." Uiat you bad hit 
the exact note." ho assured her. "And 
the way those frocks nro moving out 
of the store proves it. t wish now I'd 
stocked twlvu n« many.' r 

"I'm—I'm glad." Murje mana-rel .. 
articulate. 

"Of Course." lie added abruptly, "yr.i 
know wo pay tor .suggestion!,"— 

"Oh, I'd rather not be paid for il." 
protested Murje hastily. 

Richard considered hei. plainly pua 
-.•Jed. "Then let's put it this way. Hup 
pose you”—ho smiled ait-kn -“be you. 
own fairy godmother uml take your 
choice of any frock or goon we have 
in stock?" 

This ub'Oiutely demanded jUuoh ■ 
edgmrn'. "Thank you." inurmnt.'-t 
Marje. and began jo type furiously. 

1111 eptsude was rn.le.l a.id jv 
it wasn't. Richard Lyons at* 
far ignored the precedent tt- 
lubllslied by fiction os lo ap¬ 
point in Allison Hurd's place not 
Marje, but u young man named Jeffer¬ 
son .Mien—whom he look over from 
another store in the Lyons'* system. H* 
did. however, tell his new advertising 
manager that that little Miss Morse 
had Ideas worth listening, to. "Keep 
an eye on her," he suggested. 

This, young Hr. Allen was more than 
filling to do. Indeed, during the af¬ 
ternoon of his second Sunday In Lei¬ 
cester ho decided to drop in on her. And 
so it was that an enthralled Lolty and 
an utterly appalled Marjorie saw him 
approaching the front door. 

“You sly puss!” exclaimed Letly. 
“You never told me a word about btral ' 
"There must ts- a mistake. ' Marje 

gasped. “I—oh. Letly. don’t go"- 

‘Catch me butting in." retorted letly 
"It's me for the back door." 

Mr. Allen was on* of those who aie 
perfectly content with an audience. Re 
wa-’i satisfied graciously, to Include her 
father and Aunt Jano when they ap¬ 
peared later. Then, as graciously, be 
permitted himself to be prevailed upon 
to iduy to (Sunday night supper. Mari.- 
rosc promptly to help Aunt Jane with 
tide, but Aunt Jane refused a.d. 

“You slay and enteilain your com¬ 
pany. Marjorie," slip said. 

"Tl»at was bad enough," Marje told 
Letly. subsequently, 'but then she 
called lo father to Come out -and lie 
went and never reappeared 
“How ale did lie stay"" demanded 
r .titty. 

"Until aimer t 10." 

“fb ho coming egatu tie* Sunday? 
"How do I know?" 

'Murje Morse! R.bn'i you nvil* 

him?” 

"Why. I.etly ftiwy* Kven M.UreJ 


(irozicr wouldn't ante him pointbtank"—- 
‘TII bet she would." 

"Wjdl. I wouldn't. And neither would 

youT" 

"Not in so many words." admitted 
fditty. "Hut yon might say that you 

hoped he'd como again"-She broke 

that off abruptly to shift to. ''Marje, 
you must get him to take you to the 
i 'lirbitmos Eve dance" —— 

"Invite him to take me. I suppose!" 
"Ihm't be silly! Hut yon could men¬ 
tion It und give him a chance to Invite 
you. L>o you suppose any girl, even r. 
raving beauty, can Just sit still and 

have a man drop Into her lap"- 

“I thought It was the other wap 
around—girls dropping Into men'* 
laic"- 

"If you would only talk up tbs' way 
to men." wailed Lotty. 

"I nee myself! Resales I hivou't a 

thing to wear"- 

"Not a thing to wear! )h> you mean 
-to say you aren't going to take that 
<h etui Mr. Lyons offered you" - — 


"Marje Morse! You need n guard¬ 
ian. absolutely. lU-re's a chance to gel 
a •perfectly good dress and a perfectly • 
good man for a dance and you—you 
say you'd rather nol. I'm i-omlng lo 
the store to-morrow ■« help you pick 
out a drres. And I'll .\ee that you do, 
too!" 

And she did. Those who said Letly 
would never get anywhere because she 
was such u Koatter-J.raiii did her a 
wrong. She hud atn-aks of pertinacity, 
and on the following Sunday she atm.* 
her siren's song. 

•There!" she announced, surveyiug 
Marje's coiffure with the pride or u 
creator. "It makes yon '.ooli a hundred 
*er cent, prettier, Marje Now let's try 
on your new frock t haven't really 
seen It yet"- 

"Aunt Jane ban," cotiunnnted Murje. 
"And she say . tha' ■ lie u*v*r expected 
to lice the day" -—- y 

"Oh. Aunt Jane!” sniffed Let tv 
“Wliurii is it—in the closet?" 

Marje thought it forth and spread .' 
on the IhsI. I.X.pliriie In line and i-nl- 
oring. spangi-d here and there with 
bitn of crystal embroidery, it wu- i|p< 
a iipeing flower with dew on it. .tilid ta 
look at It .lit litt'e l imps that "hone 
Mu I Jo's eyes. 

"It's a perfe- i peach!" Letly sn u. 
"Put ,t on und I'll book you up." 

Marje. supping out of her lit lie bin* 
" rge. wriggled inlo Iho gown of sown. . 
In Marje's eyes. ;is she slowly pirnncl- 
led before her (pass, there was that 
mIiiCIi proved lie.- a true daughter of 
Eve. Yet: 

“You are sure that It sni't ton—Ion 
striking?" 

"Striking! Oh, my aunt!" moused 
f.etty. "You look exactly- like Cinder¬ 
ella waiting for the prince to appear 
Why. If Mr. Allen could see yon no.v 
he'd positively grove!”- 

I'M A L from the front door-t, ,, 
stopped her short. 

'There ho lx now!" an- 
uonneed LeMy gleefully. 

Marje gave her a beseeching g'auce. 
"Run down. Letly," “he begged. 'Tell 
him I'll he down in a few minutes"— - 

"You watch me! Xn“wer your own 
door-bells" - 

•But l can't! What, would he 
tuink"- 

'Tell him you v< just lircn trying oil 
your new drew;. Ask him how he likes 
it. Hurry'—there sow the hell again-- 
tr you don't go t will. And I'll tel! h‘m 
exactly why”- 

“You wouldn't I You couldn't!" 

‘Ob. couldn't I!" said Lelty. grimy 
sod started for the door. 

Marje, panic-stricken, shot past he-. 
Lelty. leaning over 'toe hamsters, wills- 
perod a last word of advice. 

“Don't get rattled If he. looks *ui 
prised. It. will only be because be never 
realized what a perfect peach you are 
f mettu it!” 

Marje managed lo open lire front 
door 

"Bgypf's Queen!" gasped Letly and 
iuat saved herself from tumbling over 
the baniater. 

. “(a Mica Mor«e"-the visUor began 

and then. "Why I didn't know you fot 
an instant. May I frontc lof" 

Marje nodded, dumbly. And to oPe¬ 
lt tchard tiyoo.'- hlmaetf!” 

"I liappeaed lo be paardBg," he »■ 
(pained "and I thonght I'd dren ta 


"Can you beat It!" thought latt'y. 
“.And me trying to help nor!" 

nteharrt hn«l Indeed been passing, 
deeply prtori.ujilr<l with a problem for 
which there seem-'d no solution. Tbo 
light or Marjc'n'home, with the rrtyo of 
•be we,faring mm fllllirg the window*, 
turd pedetrnted hi* aiwnrptlon. He r«- 
■nemlared that Allison Ilurrl hod iden- 
tlfled the bourse for him and. urtlne on 
an impulse, ho turned In at the front 
g»t». 

*(>f course It's prepoaterous to expact 
bur to surge, t nnythlog." he rissurcd 
himself. "Hut she l* clover." 

This discovery was almost eclipsed #iy 
another, b.-i he stood there, smiling 
down at her. 

"Why!" h« thought, "idte's poritive'y 
pretty!" 

Bhe thought it was the Crock he wav 
looking of. 

“I—I was just trying tltlti on." sh« 
managed. , 

"Is this the reward for that adver¬ 
tisement of younr?" ho broke It 
quickly. 

Marje nodded. "If you'll Just wait a 
minute or two. i'U change"— 

“Otr. please don't. I like It Im- 
mensely. I hnJ no Idea anything half 
so lovely was to be found in I.yonr.' 
Besides I can only stop a minute." 

He paused, conscious that her attsu- 
ilon hud wandered. As her eyes cam a 
hock to hup she blushed violently-- 
lliuugh that was not the word thut 00- 
■nrrred to him. 

"Excuse me." aim begged. "I—won't 
you come Into the living-room?" 

This lie did not midr-round. But Lelty 
did. 

"You knew." she charged, an hour 
later, "that I was simply perlakla.i; 
with curiosity and you deliberately 
dragged him Into the llving-rooiu. 
What did lie talk ubout anyway?" 

"He's having trouble getting extra 
help for the (.‘hiiNtiiius rush. Ley land's 
lias gobbled everybody up." 

“Is that uti lie talk.d about?'' asked 
f.etty slyly. 

"No," admitted Murje. “lie talked" — 
"And simply stared. I'll bet be dot. 
Yon look like a changed girl"- — - 
"I'll be one before Aunt June gels 
home." commented Marje. "I was pet¬ 
rified all the time he was here for fra* 
she'd march In and tell me to go tip- 
"tolrn and get—dressed! she'd he ca. 
1*1 hie of it." 

Nevertheless, after r.oliy hud gone 
she drew all her curtains and snitched 
on nil the light-, and turned yet again 
t<> her minor. 

“It's tu* gown -nut me!" a In, u*. 
Mired herself, severely. 

Hut when the next day Mho forced 
l.eraolf to hlu olli.-i’, she was lit bluo 
serge aguiu; yet there was, lit hie eyes, 
tiiut same quickened something that 
coma* only w lien „ innn begtiur tr> see 
gltl he had only looked nt before. 
"A—uliout extra lu-lp for <!lirlirtiiia"," 
sin- begun. * 

•'You're an Idcur- lie exclaimed, 
eagerly. 

•'I-Hie IVomen'., flub hating a 
■hive tor u irlul,house ol their own 
They're doing all kinds of tilings to get 
money. | thought fiat pt-rhapa. If 
1 oa'd give them a percentage on ihei* 
iislru. iwma of the member* would bo 
qlad lo woii; hero during the ru--h sea¬ 
son und turn toe money- uvor to Hi* 
fund'' 

llo rose to 111* feet. m n eye,, allgbt, 
“They'll jump ut it. why thut per¬ 
centage idea 111 Itself i„ stroke of 
itonhp>. They'H draw all tlm trade they 
can to help swell tiie amount. Mot* 
Morse, you're a wonder!" 

“Mercy, child, what'u come ovr r you," 
demanded Aunt J«no after slipper. 

You've been rUudlug there wiping 
that on" dish for five minutes" 

Tlic doordtc'l pealed an Interruption 
"I can gue.«'." (onunentej Auut Jan a 
'■J ive me that dish Uwrsi and I on 
along"-—- 

*’f telephoned i|p- Women'* t :hp.," an- 
ununoed Richard. "And they jumped at 
the ohaitc*. t thoaKll! you'd be Inter. 

e.ited"- 

“Oh. I am!" ; he exclatllied. T’liwi: 
Won't—ton'L con *t*p in?" 

Rieiiaid d.d. aud—well, tip- .• is no 
denying that ut the next Current 
Mvents meeting of tti„ Women's Cut', 
the topic for the day was uf serondaiv 
Interest h'or fliut idght *a>v the ntaf 
of mmeUilng I hat carried Ridiaid fast 
and far. But then, u.i Allison Hurd de¬ 
clared, he merely follow, d precedent 
"Hi» father married a ew.fi girl he.'.* 
-parrying a aienographer.” t piinldlox 
'anilly tradiUonr, you nee ” 

Richard, however, p;il 11 iliflneutiy. 
“But | don't see way." began Murja 
-a gioritiiJ. rosy, yet HUH ■'u-rydtllou* 

Marje-'ally- you".- 

"I do." he r-a.ured her. "You uie tat 
defer that I need yon in tin- buninaw 
and so adorably pretty that If | don't 
gobble you up some othei map" 

"Pretty?*' eulrosd Marje. n-li, wid 
eoed eyaa “Way. I'm nor Not <i„ 
least toil. My mouth” lie bin he,) -i* 
■Amply mile* too" 

'Too fhr away." „n litre,J*rt*j 
nrompUy. *Cornc l,aci< h>-i--" 

But Aunt Jart"! Hlie" 

“Her luro come late' <,eu-.' 

Aid she pleased. 

raawtia.- , ;,u:. . .. 

r a-rf b wiam , i -i-u 
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Marje colored anew. "I'd rather 
nol"- “ . 
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